Sorrow's Festival

Oh I let me bathe in showers of my tears
And dress in suits of memoned darkness.
Cpme, feed me with the entrails of my heart
That I may live a 'huma', self eating.

Ha5i! dark Queen, Memory, hall and sing
Thy secret songs in heart stored by years
n rhythmic harmony, or aim thy poisoned dart
Anew at every moment with fresh sting,
That I may taste thy poignant sweetness.
So these be the joys that a feast can bring!
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